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Stormy the days of her prime:
Hers are the pulses that heat
Higher for perils sublime.
Making them fawn at her feet.
Was she not born of the strong ?
Was she not born of the wise ?
Daring and counsel belong
Of right to her confident eyes:
Human and motherly they,
Careless of station or race :
Hearken ! her children to-day
Shout for the joy of her face.

EL

No praises of the past are hers,

No fanes by hallowing time caressed.

No broken arch that ministers

To Time's sad instinct in the breast:

She has not gathered from the years

Grandeur of tragedies and tears,

Nor from long leisure the unrest

That finds repose in forms of classic grace:

These may delight the coming race

Who haply shall not count it to our crime

That we who fain would sing are here before ora

time.

She also hath her monuments;
Not such as stand decrepitly resigned
To ruin-mark the path of dead events